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was able to send money back to Philadelphia. Then came a
long spell of intermittent work.
"All my society is of the rougher sex," he had written to
Jennie some months earlier. "In fact I don't care much about
making the acquaintance of any ladies, at least such as are
found here."
But not long after his twenty-first birthday George Wilbur
persuaded him to go to a party. Henry went reluctantly, for
he danced poorly, disliked small talk, and took no stock of
flirting.
The night was clear and fragrant with heliotrope and citrus
blossoms. When the two youths arrived at the party—at the
McCloskey home—the entertainment was in full swing. A tenor
was bleating a sentimental ballad. The two youths waited on
the porch and looked in through the windows.
The large living room was handsomely furnished and decked
lavishly with flowers—but flowers all of one type, begonias-
plants of differing sizes, colors, and varieties, blooming wher-
ever a pot could be perched. The place was p*ewded with
people. Young George's glance roamed from person to person
but always came back to a small woman in her early fifties who
was sitting sedately in a high-backed chair. Severely dressed
in plain dark silk, she wore a rare lace shawl around her
shoulders. Her only jewels were five small diamond stars, glis-
tening against the velvet ribbon which banded her blue-black
hair.8
"Who is that old lady?" whispered Henry.
"That's the grandmother, that's Mrs. McCloskey," answered
Wilbur.
"Well, it's getting pretty late," said Henry after peering
again through the window. "You know we have to get up
early."
Wilbur laid an affectionate but detaining hand on his shy
friend. The song burbled on. Almost at the end of his endur-
ance, Henry was about to bolt for home when the painful solo
finished and a young girl glided into the scene.
Her widely hooped skirts of ecru pifia cloth 4 floated about
her like a cloud. Her brown hair was parted and drawn satin-
smooth to a knot at the back of her head. Her beautifully mod-
eled shoulders and arms were white as marble.
"Who is she?" Henry demanded.
"Oh, that's Mrs. McCloskey's granddaughter," Wilbur re-

